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SLOPER’S LATEST FREAK. 


“As is generally the case immediately after his seaside tour, Papa is now as full of go as it is possible for a man to be; in fact, it is just a question 
whether at times he does not go a little too far. The idea of turniny Mamma and Evelina into Amazons of the Duhomey type fur e vhihilion purpoxes, 
however pleasiny it may be to Poor Pa himself, hardly reflects credit upon the Sloper Family. I should not be at all surprised if Mr. Brighten, of the 
Oxford Music-Hall, applies for an injunction against my respected Parents. His Amazons are, at anyrate, not impostures.”’—Toursie. 


HARD LUCK. FLY-PAPERS. 


—_—~— 


In February, 1884, two cruel wretches, named Catherine 
Flannaganand Margaret Higgins, were condemned to death 
at the Liverpoul Assizes for a series of cold-blooded 
murders. 

In September, 1883, Thomas Higgins, a lvbouring man, 
residing with his wife and daughter in Latimer Street, 
Liverpool, fell ill, and a few days later a medical ofticer, 
who had been called in, gave a certificate of death from 
dysentery. With this the dead man’s brother was dissatis- 
tied, and obtained an order for a post-mortem examination 5 
but when the doctors arrived at the cellar where the Hig- 
ginses lived, they foun! the funeral just about to take place, 

Arsenic was discovered in the body ; and as soon as this 
was known, orders were obtained for the exhumation of 
the bodies of other members of the family suspected to have 
been done to death by these women during a number of 
yeors past. [pb every case arsenic was found, and in every 
case the lives of the victims had been insured. Thomas 
Higgins's life had been so in five different societies, and 
altogether a sum of ninety-two pounds ought to have falle 
tu the deceased's representatives on his death, and a certain 
amount was actually obtained, 

The agent for the Pradcatial svid, “7 tilled up the name 
of Thomas Higgins in the proposal produced. Lsaw Thonis 


Tes har ck, W escaping a - x 4 luck when, diving up a side street tc escape But the hardest luck of all is to cet rid of a had Rs . } N 
BM eer alae neal eS ca presi tines Be ib Somes. cralitor, you nin full tilt against uman _half-crown by giving change for asuvercign, and then Higgins, but did not speak to him, because Mra, Flannagan 
a who has sworn to pull your nose. discover that the merry “quid” is a * wrong ‘un.” told me he was rather odd. She tuld me not to speak tu 


338 


The judge asked, “Why did you purposely refrain from 
speaking to the man!" & Because 1 thought he might have 
objected to the insurance.” Tn spite of only having seen the 
assured at a distance of fourteen vards, the agent stated to his 
directors that he was of opinion Thomas Higgins was in ge 

health. Asked if he was aware he was committing forgery in sign- 
ing Higgins's name, the agent suid he thought it was “all right.” 

‘Another agent for a ditierent society actually allowed Mrs. Flan- 
nagan's daughter to sign the deceased's name; while yet a third 
agent stated that he had asked tosee Thomas Higgins before insur- 
ing his life,and that Mrs. Flannagan had pointed out to him a 
wrong man, 

The pocket of the woman Higgins was cut off, and in the fluff at 
the bottom was found a large admixture of arsenic dust, and ina 
bottle in the cellar of the house where Higgins died was founda 
sinall quantity of a liquid, containing a neutral solution of arsenic, 
some colouring matter, mineral particles and vegetable fibre. As 
no evidence of purchase of arsenic in a pure state could be proved, 
but an “infallible tly-paper” being discovered on the premises, it 
was, when analysed. found to containa rain of arsenic, and to pro- 
duce the liquid found in the bottle, and it was therefore tolerably 
certain that the two women took this cunning means of obtaining 
an arsenic solution, with which to undermine the lives of their 
unhappy victimes, 

Aided by the lax rule of the insurance companies, the prisoners 
had worked upona settled plan, and made a com vlete business of 

isoning. Of the awful and cold-blooded cruelty practised by 

ese tiends in human shape, what can be said?) The murders per- 
petrated by them take rank with the most atrocious which the 
criminal annals of the country can produce, 

The evidence of a neighbour who saw Thomas Higgins just before 
his death, was to the effect that he was moaning and crying out 
for water, and that Mrs. Flannagan was offering him some liquid 
out of a spoon. ile tasted it,and turned his head away in disgust ; 
and on his again crying for water, the neighbour gave him some, 
upon which he “thanked God," and turning over on his face, was 
dead almost in an instant. He was a strong, healthy man of forty- 
ave with no organic disease to account for his fearfully sudden 
end 


him.” 


* * . * * e 
LAITEST FROM BATERSY, 

findin thee chapp wich look afiter thee botes as turn iss bak, we 
elp ower selffs, the retchid ole mann, botink bi naim, sai he will 
stear. 

stear to iss doom. 

inn the midde! off the laik billium e ketch a krabb. 

wott eaves nex defi disscripshing. 

jav sunk. orl is or. 

now boflink av me an billum bi the koller, an iss swimmin for 
shore. 

thinges doant seme too av kum orf as arainge. 

(Next week,” Not Proven.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


= 

*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ped enrelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Much obliged ; hut it's comple ted Many weeks ago, F.C. You 
hare no idea how thumping A sucecesx it's going to be, Sorry, 
MIDGE, oe cannot tell yous We should quess about a pound, 
Quips has jumped te far, A READER, Ata single monster bound, 
Very sorry, ToFF, we cannot: Both of them are out of print, You 
will blame yourself, Examovnrn, Jf you do not take his hint, 
Munrpny. Merny. dry up, cant you? Hatters arent aasmad ax 
you, Rather an advantage, MIMMY, Many people like ‘em new, 
Soper can't be had, A PUNTER; Vou can trust the Ancient there, 
We shall be delighted, JIMMY: Write and name the time and 
where, Just at first, of course, Miss ETHEL, It will acem a little 
strange. Sorry, SiB, we can't oleige you, We're unable to arrange. 

= 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


Ze 

Newson. Well, what do you think of the new parson? 

Pewson, 1 don't much like him. He preached too long, and his 
opinions were very narrow-ininded, 

Newson, Oh. 1 see! He's equivalent toa straignt line, “tength 
without breadth.” oe 


vorrapa per Clerk: (to arrrant advertizing for situation), Is there 
anything more, now, you would like to add to this advertisement 
before it goes in? You have still four more words at your disposal. 
© Mary Jane (looking it errr). Yes, that's about right ; but 1 think 
I'll just put “ references exchanged” on the end. 
ss? 


* 
THOUGH advertising mostly pays, 
Some people we could name 
Would be quite happy if the ad- 
Vertisers did the sume, 
» = 


* 

Young Muddicton, Oh, Miss Goodenough, I'm so glad to see 
you! I've gota widdle for you to guess. What is the—er—er— 
differwence between your mamma and—er—er—myself ? 

Jottie Guodenvugh, Not any ; you both bore me. 

ee 


s 
Art Dealer. That's a magnificent work, sir ; perfect little gem; 
exhibited at the Academy last year, sir. , ; , 
Customer. Yes, but—er—it’s hardly the sort of thing I'm looking 


‘or. 

Art Dealer, Precisery #0, sir. You want a picture on some 
special subject. perhaps? 

Customer, Well, not exactly ; I want one about three feet by two, 
to cover up a bit of damaged wall paper in my dining-room. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Vine avs 8. 
FASHION FANCIES—By Miss Sloper. 


No.1%.—The “Pavement-Artist ” Costume, 


Joues was a fine handsome 
fellow whom everybody said 
would marry rich Miss Larkin; 
yet that insignificant Smith 
boasted that he had cut him out. 

(This is how he did tt. 


FANCY R.A. PORTRAITS. 
No. 13.—Macbeth. 


\ 


Yi yyy 
Wim: 
Po iy Wi 
Tom. You remind me awfully of a sponge. 
Clara (indignantly). What do you mean. sir—and why ? 


Tom, Because you are so absorbing. 


“Why did you leave your last piace?” 
“That's my business! I didu’t ask why 
your last cook left you.” 


Study of Contentment, from a 
very old Master. 


age 


(Saturday, October 28, 7893, 


First Outside Broker (sara: el shaking financial : 

ners de) seen what ccatpanued lies thi dirty rag's eect sling 
Second Outside Broker. Yes ; but ‘| rry 

fel!ow—things might have been tech gales a oe 
First eel neem Worse? How so? 
Second Outside Broker, Well, it mi y ' 

Bt Lap el I ae have told the truth about 

. ae 
, - At the Longpork Islands, 

x ace Missionary. That is a fine-looking native.- 1s hea Chri-. 
jan! 
Captain of Vessel. Oh, yes! 1 was present at his baptism. 

New Missionary. Yes; but I mean, has he taken Christian’: 

inwardly ? a 
Captain of Veascl. He ought to have, for he has eaten more 

missionaries than any three other natives put together, 3 


THE tax-collector's visit we 
Seager with rare and pain ; 
et, strange enough, we that h 
Will kindly call gain, 


De Boozer. 1 didn't eee you at that public dinner last night. 
Lushington, No, 1 wasn't invited ; but I met a man at the club 
with a lot of money, and he would stand the drinks, and I'll bet 1 


got ever so much tighter than you did, after all. 
ss 


B 
HomccopaThry isa grand science, afterall. The similia simili. 
bus curantur business is applicable all through life, and pai a 
even in courting, for you must steel your own heart if you do not 
want the pretty girl to steal it. » « 
s 


Mr, Moneyman. Here's a cheque for your account, Profes-or 
Squallings, und what is the next step for my daughter? 
Singing Master, Well, Mr. Moneyman, I've taught her all I can, 
and all she wants now is—er—er—voice. 
ses 


& 
Mr. Penhecker. 1 want—er—my wife has—er—asked me to buy 
her ‘ Les poe ‘ : 
Shopkeeper. Yes, sir ; here's a capital article—good st ak. 
Mr. Penhecker (witha shudder). Erno, than a eink 
er—cr—that | should prefer to have something a little sufter. 
se 


Countryman, My coat, please. 
Cloakroom Attendant, Have you a check, sir? 
Countryman, Cheque be hanged! Here's tuppence, and that’s 
all you'll get out of me. ae 
s 


Customer (returning hurriedly to restaurant). Oh, waiter, I left 
a sovereign on the table! Did you see it! 
_ Waiter (indignantly). Yessir. I thought youd left it for nie 
sir. oe 
s 


First Young Married Thing. Ah, Julin, my dear, you ought to 
have married my husband ! 
Second Young Married Thing. Oh, Gwennie! that is the un- 
kindest thing l've had said to me to-day. 
ss 


s 
“Wuat is your fav'rite tree?” she asked, 
And he, who knew his cue, 
Gazed in her eyes and fondly ‘id, 


My fav'rite tree why, yen.” 
s 


= 
Smally, My wife's an aggravatuingly untruthful woman, 
Pal. Aggravatingly so? 
Smally. Yes; she's always threatening to go home to her 
mother and for ever putting it of . 
. 


Friend, Authorship isathankless sort of task, ain’t it, old feller? 
The Scrib. Thankless, is it? You should just see the nusaber ot 
thanks I get : editors always cecline my stories with ‘em. 
* 


s 
Magistrate. You say you have no means of support. Have you 
no means of anakings living? 
Seedy Customer, No, sir; 1'm a poet. 
ss 


s 
Lady (instructing New Domestic). We are very early risers, you 
know, Jane. 
New Domestic. Just 0, mum; but I don't suppose youll disturb 
me. 1 mostly sleeps pretty sound, mun. 


s 
A. (threateningly). Look here, 1 wanted to sce you. Did you 
tell Brown 1 was an impostor? 
B. (coolly). Nothing of the kind, sir. I said you were a must 
imposing man. ee 
s 


Meekly. My wife and I never have any difference of opinion. 
Snackly. Just so, old chap ; youre always of hers, I suppose, eh? 


s 
Smith, That man your uncle? Why, he seemed very cold in his 
behaviour. : 
Junes. Yea, you might think he was a distant relation, mightn't 
you! +, 


Beak. Now, tell me, prisoner, what made you steal the prosecu- 
tor’s scissors? 3 

Prisoner. Shear necessity, your honour; I assure you, nothing 
but shear necessity. + 


Jack. The police are largely responsible for the cleanliness of 
England. 

Tom, How so? 

Jack, Well, don't you repeatedly see statements to the effect that 
they are scouring the country in all directions? 


id 
'T18 one of many torments we 
Receive for all our sins— 
To lose our collar stud, and try 
To fill its place with pins. 


* P 
eal ipper. It is perfectly wonderful the uses to which paper is now 

ing put. , 

Snapper. Yes; they're making railway carriage wheels or some 
thing with paper, aint they? 

Snipper, Oh! I saw something far more wonderful than that 
this morning. I saw a piece of paper no thicker than the blade of 
a knife, which would support a man. 

Snapper. Go on! Where was it? 

Snipper. In the Bank. It was a thousand-pound note. 

ses 
s 

Joncas, Fine morning, isn't it? 

Nmith, Yes; but it won't last. ar te 

Jonca, Ou! T don't know. The glass is high, and there isn't a 
cloud to be seen. F 

Smith, V'll bet a small bottle on it. 

Jones. Done with you. : Fs fe 

‘Smith. Come and ‘pay for it, then. The fine morning wont last 
over twelve o'clock, and then will come a fine afternoon. 


Ewery Monday. One HMalfpenny- 


LARKS. 


Ready November 6th. Sixteen Pages. One Penny. 
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Saturday, October 28, 1898.) 
TOOTSIE WITH THE TEMPTER. 


11's not only an ungenteel thing to mention the Devil by name, 
but it's wicke 


; and Aunt Higgins is my authority for saying so. 
erhaps, 
when Henry 
Arthur Jones 
made up his 
mind to take 
the Devil fora 
hero he was at 
first a little 
nuzzled what 
5 should call 
him. Mephis- 
topheles was a 
little too much 
like a copy of 
the leading 
gent at the 
opposition 
shop, and Old 
Nick and Old 
Harry a bit 
too comic, so 
The Tempter 
was a good 
choice. 

When Aunt 
| Higgins was 
yet girlish she 
Went one even- 
ing with some 
friends to the 
Princess's 

* Theatre, then 
Lady Isobel : being run by 
JULIA NEILSON. Mr. Charles 
Kean, to see a 
play called Faust and Marguerite, andwhen she saw Mr. Kean 
come on, as the a of Evil, she was greatly shocked, and 
hid) her face. Will there be many other young persons who 
will Ps their faces when Mr, Tree turns up to crack his grim 
jokelets? 
: The Tempter is certainly a play to go and _see, for it is staged 
magnificently and awfully well acted. Mr. Tree has a splendid 
art, and is all over the shop from the rise to the fall of the curtain. 
There are passages, you can see, he revels in; for instance, that 
part where he sings the wild, weird song in the Abbey scene, and 
works the monks and pilgrims up into a sort of frenzy. Nothing 
better of the kind could be imagined. If I must find fault. it shall 
be with the long speeches—one or two of which I would have 
spared—and the next time Mr. Jones writes a play 1 hope it won't 
be in poetry. 

About that, though, I don't think to judge from his recent 
utterances on “The Rela- 
tion of the Drama to Edu- y 
cation,” he will agree with 
me, Henry Arthur. says 
that he earnestly depre- 
cates the opinion that when 
the drama has satisfied 
the immediate clamour of 
the mob to be amused in 
the emptiest way, it has 
done all it ought to do. 
Allowing that J am one of 
the mob—the mob that 
looks upon a theatre as 
a place of amusement—I 
fear that these words mean 
that our minds are going 
to be much improved in 
future, whether we like it 
or not. Thank goodness, 
though, we have yet the 
other Arthur — Arthur 
Roberts — to fall back 


upon. 

Miss Julia Neilson has a 
tine part as Lady Isobel, 
and plays it magnificently ; 
indeed, such a piece of 
acting is seldom seen upon 
the stage. Mr. Fred Terry 
as the Prince is quite satis- 
factory, and his death 
scene is very striking. As 
the Lady Avis, Mrs. Tree 
ix graceful and sympathetic. Mr. G. W, Anson makes all that is 
possible out of a part which might have been funnier. LT hope to 
see him again soon in something where he has a better chance. 
F. Everil has not much opportunity as Father Urban, but he is good. 
Miss Irene Vanbrugh the author has treated more generously ; and 
n the, character of the Earl, H. Clark is all that could be 
desired, 

rly in the summer I visited a provincial theatre, and had a 
chat with the manager, one of the old school, who knew Shakes- 
ware by heart, and let you have lumps of it on the slightest provo- 
cition, They were playing at his theatre at the time a kind of 
comic melodrama, full of deeds of violence, comic songs, and 
breakdowns, of which I asked his opinion. “The play's right 
chough,” he said; “but the acting—bah! There's no elocution.” 
Where the elo- 
cution was to 
have come in 
I couldn't 
quite make 
out, whatever 
the talents of 
the company 
might have 
been in that 
way. There is 
plenty of op- 
portunity for 
elocution in 
Lhe Tempter 
—some might 
‘even say too 
much, 

But if you 
go to the Hay- 
market for 
nothing else, 
you should go 
for the scenery 
and ct¥ects. 
The _ scenery, 

y Messrs. 
Hemsley 
Harker, and 
Hann, is truly 
beautiful. The 
Old Inn Yard 
could not be 
beaten, nor the 
: Glade, with its 
ppling brooks. nor the exterior of Canteroury Cathedral. The 
stormy ocean, too, that rather misbehaved itself the first night, 
is how everything it should be. 


Prince Leon: 
F. TERRY. 


The Tempter: BEERBOUM TREE. 


Lather Urban: Lady Avis: 
FP. EVEeRIL, Mus, TREE. 
Earl of Rougmon: H. CLARK. 
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HISTORICAL IMPOSTORS. 
No. 11.—DEMosTHENES. 

(EXPLANATORY.—The Muse of History, who used to preside over 
this department, having tuken'a prolomged holiday, has suddenly 
returned to business. Some people may think it's condescension : 
1 believe it to be the coming of the cold weather, the increased 
price of coals and the consequent value of coin.—Signed, A, SLOPER.) 

Demosthenes is popularly supposed to be the Father of Oratory, 
although he lived in a time and country when the art of spinning 
chin-music was practised under widely different conditions from 
the present day. He wasn’t a paid M.P., or a Labour Member, or a 
Junior Lord with a salary, but just simply a professional, and yet 
an amateur spouter. for, although he did nothing else but yelp, he 
velped for the pure love of yelping. Mind you, it was big business 
in those days; they didn't expect a man to make a speech about 
the Treacle Tax, or our Treaty with Peckham Rye, and then 
applaud him or how] him down according to circumstances. No ; 
they just appointed a day when there was nothing better to do—no 
racing, or doz-fighting, or other intellectual distraction—and then 
the mob just marched into their Trafalgar Square and made the 
two boss orators of the day open their faces and chuck out their 
flowing periods against one another, and if either of the pair got 
badly Tie ed in a disputation by the other, it was a shade of odds 
on his being found in the County Jail waiting pay for an 
inquest on the morrow. That sort of thing would disconceit a few 
of the talkers of to-day who are so glib and conceited ; and there 
are plenty of folks in and out of Parliament who wouldn't be so 
correct with their quotations and ready with their repartees if they 
were harassed by the idea that a real little bowl of poison would 
await them if these fell at all flat with an unappreciative audience. 

However, to return. Demosthenes was the boss rhetorician of 
Athens, and he is supposed to have held the championship. None 
of his belts or cups have come down to us. He 1s held up to us 
as a model of purity of style, and our boys at school and the 
universities study his speeches in the original Greek. 

That's where the fraud comes in. 

He wrote those speeches himself. He was his own reporter after 
the meeting was over, and he polished the whole thing up and cut 
out all the sloppy sentences and the bad grammar, and shoved in all 
the hifalutin stuff and the patriotic sentiments, and got it all 
ready by the next morning, and read it cloud to his pupils, and 
kidded ‘the people that this was really the yarn he had pitched 
them the day before. Of course, in those days, as there weren't 
any flannel shirts, or paper collars, or plates of meat “with 
vegetables, tenpence,” there necessarily weren't any reporters, and 
the misguided Athenians—only about a millionth per cent. could 
hear the cackle, and that indistinctly—mopped up all Demosthenes’ 
remade speech as if it was so much Crosse and Blackwell to them. 
So easy it is for a classical cove to acquire fame and reputation. If 
Demosthenes had lived to-day he'd have had a crowd of shorthand 
reporters down his rag-box in half a jiffey all equalling “ No; you 
never said that. What yousaid was,” etc., and the populace would 
have converted him into tinned goods with praiseworthy rapidity. 

Still, honour where honour is due, and we must concede to 
Demosthenes the origination of several of the most cherished 
methods of our modern orators. 

_1. He was the first to invent the gag—of setting one man on to 
hiss him as soon as he got on his legs. It is easy and pleasant for 
a few of the bystanders to half-murder that one man, and it puts 
the audience in a good humour, and they cheer the speaker. 

2. To him was similarly due the practice of sending someone into 
the crowd to howl out “No” ton self-evident proposition. Then 
he could waste an hour pulverising that “ No,” and bring down 
the house as easy as pie. 

3. Sending round several boys to whistle “ Disy” during the 
peroration of his antagonist. This was one of Demosthenes’ 
choicest improvements. 

4. The utilisation of stone or other fruit, overdue poultry and 
translated kittens, as a counter-irritant to the opposition orator. 
Demosthenes first imparted life to debate by these methods, and 
see how they have survived. 

In fact, barring the substitution of egg-beat-up-in-brandy-and- 
water, which belongs to Mr. Gladstone, there is hardly a trick of 
the platform that cannot be traced back to dear old Demosthenes. 
But he'd have come out very small herrings indeed if he'd lived 
to-day, with the present gallery staff to report him, Alf. Bryan to 
caricature him, and ourselves to tell interesting little funniments of 
his private life and moral character. 


THE CRITERION OF EXCLUSIVENESS. 

WHEN to his country seat Lord X. migrated, 
He could not for his life 

Think why the Clives were quite repudiated 
By his patrician wife. 

“ A neighbouring mansion, dear, the Clives reside in: 
They're friends and neighbours good : 

And, like ourselves, they justly take a pride in 
Their blue and ancient blood. 

“ And so, my love, it sorely tries my patience 
To find you don't invite them 

To your receptions ; but on all occasions 
Neglect, ignore, and slight them. 


“For such ill-treatment speedy reparation 
1 beg of you to make, 

Save you can give sufficient explanation 
Why such a course you take !” 

The Duchess coved, with some slight sign of snarling ; 
“Pray do not angry get! 

The Clives are henceforth all unworthy, darling, 
To rank among our set. 

“For, when the northward train from town they boarded, 
And came from town aways, 

The fact was not by th’ 7+leqgraph recorded 
In ‘London Day by Day’ !!” 


—— 


A RISKY OCCUPATION. 

‘Twas a blowy October morning, and the sere and yellow leaves 
that had fallen from a hundred trees played boisterously in the 
breeze that swept the little Thames-side suburban street ; and the 
new Vicar, who only entered upon the living on Michael.uas Day, 
was paying a round of house-to-house visits. He had not yet 
become thoroughly acquainted with his parishioners, and he desired 
to know individually their rank, repute, and in what station in life 
Providence had been pleased to call them. 

At the gate of Boftin’s Bower stood a blue-eyed little boy of six 
or seven. His gaze had been fixed upon the man of holiness since 
the latter turned the corner by The Piebald Hippopotamus, and it 
was not relaxed as the worthy rector drew nearer. Reaching the 
little rustic gate at last, the good man asked : 

“ Ah, my little son! ind what is your name?” 

“Robin Ebenezer Jeff pickett, sir.” 

*% Dear me! And have youa mother and father?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

* And where are they 2?” 

“ Mother's lizhtin’ the copper fire, sir; father isn’t up yet.” 

“Not yet! Why, it is past ten o'clock! What ¢s your father?” 

“ He’s a man, sir—man with whiskers.” 

“Yes, yes; but what business does he follow?” 

“1 dunno, sir.” 

“Oh, you don’t! Does he never go up to London?” 

“Oh, ves, sir! nearly every day.” 

“ And don't you know what he coes there?” 

“No, sir, | don't; but—er—hut——” 

“Well? Out with it, my little man!” 

“But T heard mother tell him, the other night, sir, that if ever 
he did it again she'd pull every hair out of his head and then set 
tire to him.” 

The good man passed on, but marked the case on his visiting 
list, * Urgent.” 
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WILFRED DOTTICUM’S WOOING. 


—— 


“AH! Ive bin in some rum places, an’ no error. 

“Not that I'm one vo’ those tyaway, stuck-up, fringe-down-to-the- 
eyebrow) madame, Si 
mind you, who ee to) 
hever stop longer acy ¥ 
than a mouth ina 
place, an’ is always 
ubusin’ their miss. 
isses an’ tindin’ 
fault with their. 
vittles, an’) grum- 
blin’ the whole day 
long, Not met! 
Thatain't my style! 

“Why, Ive gota 
heap of written 
characters as any 
lady in the kind 
might be proud to 
own, An’ though 
[ says it myself, 
I'm a good, all- eae 
round, hard. —— -°' 
workin’ ‘ general,’ | = 
an’ ain't ashamed | 
of acknowledgit' it, 
neither, so there ! 

“But I've bin in 
some rum places, 
an’ p'raps the rum- 
mniest of the lot was 
that oneat Strettem 
Common — Miss 
Dotticum’s. 

“There was three 
in the family—Miss Dotticum, her brother Wilfred, an’ a Mr. 
Griper. Miss Dotticum ‘erself was very or'nery, an’ I should 
gay atween twenty-six an’ thirty; but Mr. Wilfred was a putfectly 
lovely young gentleman of about two an’ twenty, with a slim, 
genteel figger, an’ a most eggstrornery pair of dark, mournful 
eyes with long lashes, an’ a marble brow, an’ black, wavy ‘air, an’ 
suchlike. Mi. Griper I couldn't quite make out. He wer'n't a 
lodger, an" he certainly wer'n't a gentleman, though he lived just 
like one of the family, an’ appeared to be treated as such. 

“ Well, everything went on for the tirst few weeks much about the 
same as it docs in most places. Then, all at oncest, Mr. Wilfred 
took to slippin’ into the kitehing, whenever he could find a hop ors 
tunity of doin’ so, on the quiet, which wer'n't very often, for they 
appeared to look after him mighty sharp. e'd only just ste 
inside the door; but he'd stand there a-lookin’ »t me so loving’ 
ike, an’ a-shoot- 
in’ such glances 
from ‘is hev- 
ingly eyes, that 
my pore ‘eart 
used to start a 
pit-a-pat-pattin’ 
ike oneoclock. 

“Well, one 
afternoon, after 
« sigh that 
shook the 
crockery on the 
dresser, Mr. 
Wifred says, all 
of a sudden 
“Liza Jane, 
says he, ‘1 must 
have a kiss or 
die.’ 

“*Well, sir, I 
rays, my face a- 
radiant with 
modest blushes, 


“With fringes down to their eyebrows.” 


“*You're an 
~~ nangel, "Liza 
Jane,’ he says; 
‘but it must be 
when_ you're 
blackleadin’ the 
grate. Iloveto 
see you, as it 
were, in mournin’ ; it ‘armonises with my ‘opeless passhun. Sh-h-h! 
here's somebody comin’,’ an’ he disappeared like 'Amlick’s ghost. 

“Thinks I to myself, there’s no accountin’ for tastes. Howsom- 
ever, surenuff the next time as [ was doin’ my grate, in he comes ; 
an’ ri take my Bible oath that, though then an’ afterwards he 
must ‘ave kissed me scores 0’ times, he never did it exceptin’ 1 was 
smothered up to the eyes in blacklead. 

“ Well, this goes on for some weeks, when one evenin’ he stops me 
in the passage an’ says, all of a hurry,an’ glancin’ stealthily ‘round : 

“**Liga Jane, I can no longer control my passhun. They keep 
me here like a prisoner. an’ they're defraudin’ me out of thousands ; 
therefore, to-morrow mornin’ you must elope with me. We can 
married at once, because I've got a special licence in my pocket. 
Be down again’ the summer-house in ten minutes’ time, an’ I'll 
show it you.’ 

“Well 
tremblin 
like a leaf, I 
slips down to 
the little 
sum mer- 
‘ouse, when 
all of a sud- 
ding out he 
pops with the 
gashliest grin 
on his face as 
evera humin 
bein’ — wore, 
an’ clutchin’ 
me by the 
throat, flour- 
ishes a razor 
right afure 
my eyes. 

“1 gives a 
wild shriek, 
an’ just 
catchin’ a 
cine of 

r. Griper 
rushin’ —_to- 
wards us, 
faints away. 

“When 
comes. to, 
they tell me 
he has been 
demented for 
two years. and that Mr. Griper was his keeper ; but that now he has 
developed “’ommysidle manier’ they ‘ave taken him to an asylum, 

“It gave me the creeps if a manas much as looked at me for a 
twelvemonth after.” 


“I must have a kiss.” 


“ Flourishing a razor.” 


Mistress. Mary, what's the matter with your 
hair ¥ Servant. All the tradesmen haveasked me 
for a lock of my Lair, as they huow Tam leaving, 


chiki?” 


©48 Mies Sroper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
ot her prrends uhuse portraits have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


No, 310.—M1ss OLGA LENONA, 
“Oh. what a wealth of beanty docs she own!" 
; — The Dook Sno. 
“T cannot, dare not, dream of a refusal.” —Lord Bub. 


“Speak, lovely maid; yive me oue word of hope.” 
—The Hon, Lilly. 


(1) Piper Tameia departed, saying. “A'm din wi’ ye, ye backsliding human crocidile, no’ anither Sabbsth will I 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


‘J 


“Gonlalay, Mr. Lamppost.” “What do yon mean, rnde 
1 “Pa always calls you so to ma, when he secs you 
coming to our house.” 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE 


A 
i 


Ll 


Farly in the year 1879, A. SLOPER might have been observed welged in an eager 
crowd outide the gallery entrance of the Strand Theatre.——( 1) He, like the afore- 
said crowd, had come to gaze on the bewitching form, and listen to the enchanting 
voice of a young lady who was taking London by storm in the character of Madame 
Favart. From that time to the present the name of FLORENCE has been graven on 
his heart. While glancing over the paper the other evening at his favourite coffee 


tavern, he saw announced the last nights of La Afaseotte, at the Gaiety. Hastily he 
wiped his mouth with the bill of fare, seized his hat and umbrella, andl crying, 
“Florrie, I fly to interview thee on the wings of love!” fell over the doormat and 
issued out into the night. An hour or eo later the Galety audience were beginning 
to think something hai gone wroug on the other side of the curtain, which, aithough 
it was considerably over the time for it to rise, remained down. Not only that, but 
the orchestra hal played over the overture three times, and George FEstwardes’ mellow 
voice had been distinctly heard by the occupants of the stalls uttering, at intervals, 


the word “Damn!” A, SLOPER is not ashamed tu say that he was the cause of it 


PIPER TAMSIN TAKES THE HUFF. 


Iced the peulwody ; Aw shake the dust frac aff me feet.” 


HALF-HOLIDAY. 


“Who is that okt gentiéman, Clara? He seems to have taken 
quite a faucy to me?” =“ Mr. Fussil, a cullector of autiquitics.” 


(2) The Elder volunteered to give them a few fine limes, but they didut Sargain 


‘Saturday, October 28, 1893 


“Tam sorry for Clara, she looks su 
aud miserable, although her husband |. 
been deal for two years. T can feel for her 
more deeply, as Twas a wislow myself fir 
three mouths.” -— Batruet srom better ¢ 
Young Lads. ci ‘ 


/ 


pudechaeila BY A. SLOPER.—MISS FLORENCE ST. JOHN. 


all. When Mr. Wallace Brownlow arrived at the theatre, he found that his dressin2- 
room hit been entered, and his shepherd's costume abstracted, Of course, the mec 
couldn't beziv, and there was a terrible to+lo— 2) At that moment Miss Phys 
Broughton enme on the stage, “Why,” said she, “I saw Pippo not a moment a29 
talking to one of the chorus. See, there he is!" (3) And there sure enonzh was 
Pippo in converse with a sumptuously apparclied courtier. “But Tam here!" cried 
Mr. Brownlow, in pot hat, coat and continu: is uptodate. “I will dis-emlte 
observed Mr. Robert Pateman, between lis teeth, dropping comic opera and return: 
ing tothe method of his former triumphs, as he crept up the stage-—(4) Then 
poiuting triumphantly to the nasal organ of the author of these ructions, he warhlel, 
* Wise folks have always note Nature's sigus.” “Twas the Eminent! The myst-ty 
is thus explained :——(5) A. SLOrRR, thoughtless of the consequences, for, in th: 
words of the song, “ Love ‘8 Blind,” thought if he contd succeed in playing the pout 
of Pippe, he might gratify the lonzing of a life al plot a fatherly hiss on the far 
brow of Miss Florence St. Julia Did he sueceel? Not much, 


wa“ hist ov whus-clls,” and 
they also departed, shaking the provervial dust. | 
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“Scwisls. Settered! Stor bries |” 


Chrys archenunys 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


_ Without a doubt we are having some glorious weather for autumn. Quite a second summer. summer stop ?—Lobengula, feeling frisky, Dashes into bizness risky :—Friendly grevtings brtween 
It's just « question whether we hadn't ovght to demand another summer holiday from those bloated — two great states, Though one the other richiy hates :—At the police court Jockey Daly Looks quite 
capitalists, our employers. But, in the meantime, just lick your lips over the following :—/ur gay and acts quite gaily :—Chrysanthemums in autumn bloom, Suficing to dispel the qloom— 
sunday shooting down at Sturry, Johnny's farvur did not curry :—Completely beaten, withovt Mashonaland seems to be the centre of interest at the present moment. “Whyever did Randolph 
duubt, In a long and well fought bout :—Fresh stranberries,a scond crop; Whenecer will the Churchill leave that benighted country ?——-THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


DEAR ME! HOW STUPID, TO BE SURE! 


fl | 


“He i 
First Loafer, "Ere's a slice of luck; sneaked a swell’s 
}urse, and nary a mag in it. 
cond Loafer. After ‘im, ye juggins! You're sure of a 
tip for honesty. He won't own it’s a empty ‘un afore the lady. 


cious home-made pic ! 
Tramp. Escuse me, lady, Ii rather hev'a glass o° beer ; 
me teeth ain't so sharp as they used ter be. 


if 


Awfol situation of an ancestor of SLoven's, The encmy 


_" Yes, madam, we have bonnets the size or a wasp and the 
size of a buttertly. Considering how fur alvanced the sca- 


con is, T should certainly advise you tu bave the latter.” © Tippet, madam? Ob, no; that’s a lamp stade.” appruaching, aud he cannot Clooe lie helmet. 
cf > . < — — a = . ot 
. ——— : se 7 * Z 7 RTE z ia ee RTE Hcl. Fue ay ee RRS pita 5 aes ae ~~ ee lat me «; ee ee 
y ¥ rp a . ae ion oe Rb i 45; ee aw. aS i fee Pa avs 
Ry Ai Wo me aL i ein that on cob bia ais di! AOA ba Bese: Wee 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


— 


WE have a lingering sort of idea that we've said something about 
the merits of our new Ha'p'nny Paper, Quips, before. We don't 
care. The mere fact that there may 
be some benighted individual hanging 
around somewhere who hasn't seen 
that journalistic masterpiece, is sufti- 
cient excuse for our again calling 
attention to the fact that for a single 
ha'p'nny you can purchase five or six 
hours of varied and entertaining read- 
ing matter; have your life insured 
against railway accident for £100; 
stand achance of winning a handsome 
Present ; two Guinea Prizes ; and par- 
ticipate in the advantages of a free 
Matrimonial Agency. If all that isn't 
value for the money, we should very 
much like to know what is. 

ss 
s 

THE following isacopy of the receipt 
signed by Mrs. George Wright, of 
31 Gordon Road, Swindon, Wilts, to 
whom we paid £160, in settlement 
of a claim against “Ally Sloper's 
Railway Insurance,” as announced in 
last week's “ HALF-HOLIDAY " :— 
* October 21st, 1893.—Received from 
ALLY SLOPER, the sum of One Hun- 
dred and Fifty Pounds, on the death 
of my husband, George Wright, in 
accordance with the terms of ‘ Ally 
Sloper’s Free Railway Accident Life 
Tnsuranee.’ (Signed) M. J. WRIGHT.” 

ss 


a 

A. SLoper’s challenge to Professor Fuller to dive from the roof 
of the centre arch of the Royal Aquarium into “two” of “Un- 
sweetened” has been declined with thanks. The Professor asserts 
that he never was an admirer of “ Unsweetened,” whisky being his 
favourite beverage. °° 

IIAPPENING to be in Bradford last week on business, the 
Ancient dropped in to 98 Lumb Lane, for a brief chat with that 
tirm Sloperite, Albert Montague, who soon had the Old Man fixed 
up with one of his famed twopenny smokes and a bumper of the 
old familiar. Albert, who does big biz as a tobacconist and news- 
sgent, Was the essence of hospitality, and A. SLOPER swears that 
the delicious aroma of the twopenny cigar, like the scent of the 
roses, “hangs round him still.” *.° 


IF it is true,as it is generally rumoured, that a feminine football club 
is in course of formation, look out for larks. Football is, at its best, 
un uncommonly rough game, 
und woinan’s temper is not of 
the meekest. An accidental 
kick on the shins is looked 
upon by the male thing with a 
certain amount of inditference, 
But with loveliness it will 
ditferent, Akick will probsby 
lead to high words—high words 
toa cessition of the game, and 
2 cessation of the game toa 
display of face seratching and 
hair pulling calculated to make 
things htm to a more than 
lively tune. ¢ ¢ 

= 


TuUE Dook Snook has _per- 
petrated a series of articles, 
eutitled, “Our  Impecunious 
Aristocracy.” No.1.—I Lis Grace 
the Dook Snook, K.G. He has 
submitted the MS. for the con- 
sideration of the Editor of 
Larks! but we have private 
information for the, we doubt 
not, welcome statement that it 
will not be accepted. 


2 

THE battle between the col- 
lier and mine owner up North 
has been splendidly fought 
throaghout, and though Capital : 
looked to have the best of the fight for a time, Labour has at last 
gathered in the laure] wreath of victory. The miners have proved 
themxelves a hardy race, and as no man should be expected to 
work for starvation wages, A. SLOPER heartily congratulates them 
on their success, *° 


OWING to the exceptional mildness of the summer and autumn, 
may, violets, and primnroses have been Dioomiag again, whilst ripe 
strawberries and raspberries are being gathered in many parts of 
the country. This is nothing. A. SLOPER possesses a strawbe: 
that remains in a state of ripeness all the year round. Wonderful, 
au't it? *,° 


THE current number of that unconventional monthly, the 
Bohemian, contains a brief sketch of that cheery journalist, Mr. 
H. Chance: Newton, from which it appears that that particular por- 
tion of Richard-Henry holds a very good opinion of the Ancient, a 
feeling which we can assure him is heartily recip 

ss 
s 

IF there is one person who has cause to congratulate himself 

upon the happy Gilbert and Sullivan re-union, that person is, 

- undoubtedly, Mr. 
Re D'Oyly . r 
the little misunder- 
standing between the 
two first named gen- 
tlemen, the lessee of 
the Savoy tried nu- 
merous other combi- 
nation, none of 
which, however, af- 
forded him any very 
lasting success. In 
the interval, however, 
Sir Arthur and Mr, 
Gilbert have recruited 
their previously some- 
what overtaxed re- 
sources of melody and 
mirth, and their latest 
effort — Utopia — is 
fitting to rank with 
the brightest of their 
earlier Fipiections, 
and will fill the Savoy 
as that theatre has 
not been filled for 
many a long day. 
Abounding in melodi- 
ous numbers, wittily 
written, and full of 
humorous situations, 
Utopia is a veritable triumph, and all London and its visitors 
will go and see it. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


. 


THERE has been quite an alarming epidemic of suicide among 
the fair chorus girls of America lately, no less, indeed, than twelve 
dameels having put a period to 
their existence during the Jast 
few months, And why? We 
know not, gentle reader ; neither 
does our Yankee contemporary 
froin whom we derive our infor- 
mation profess toany knowledge 
on the subject. I[s it blighted 
affection, a scarcity of wealthy 
mashers, professional jealousy, 
or the high price of iamonds 
and sealskin jackets! The solu- 
tion, alos! must for ever be 
shrouded in mystery, 


WE still continue to heara lot 
concerning the broken sail of <= = 
the Valkyrie. Bless you, that’s 
nothing. The sale of the bright 
ha'porth — Larks /—is a much 
more absorbing topic, and that's 
broken, too—the record, 


s 

THE Mildewed Dead-Head 
has this day cunferred the 
“Award of Merit” upon 
AuGusTIN DALY, because he's 
a elerer and popular manager. 
“Feyther,” chirruped the Azure- 
Eyed, reproachfully, “consid- 
erin’ ‘ow Augustin ‘as hidentitied 
‘isself with Henglish theatricals, 
’e must ‘ave felt the cold slight 
of yer previous neglect very 
keen. If anybody deserves the Award ‘e does, and I shouldn't 
wonder now if for months past ‘e ain't bin expectin’ it almost 
Daly.” But this was too much for the Eminent, and once again 
the Azure-Orbed caught it with the chill off. 


s 

A CORRESPONDENT of the D. 7. has written to that journal 
complaining of the heartless conduct of a bishop, whose carriage 
horses he noticed the other day galled by an inhumanly tight 
bearing rein. He blames the bishop ; we the cuachman. [t's just 
possible that the good man understands neither horses nor harness, 
and admires the way his mettled steeds carry their heads without 
being able to explain how that effect is brought about. In the 
words of the song, in fact, it is likely that “the poor man didu't 
know, you know.” *° 


SPaIn—gay, ceiling, sunny Spain—it seems is not free from 
those little troubles which serve to keep ou the alert, aud liven up 
generally, Eng- 
land, Russia, and 
all the more nor- 
thern countries. 
Not only has she 
to contend with 
unscrupulous 
Anarchists, who 
fear the Spanish 
laws as little as 
they do death, 
but they are also 
threatened with 
one of those 

tty wars 80 

ear to the heart 
of England, all 
to their own 
“cheek.” The 
Moors—a tricky 
race at all times 
—are the offend- 
ing parties, and, 
as they seem in 
no way affrighted 
at the military 
preparations in 
Spain, Migh jinte 
are to ex- 
pected. The 
Queen Regent 
and the Baby King have A. SLOPER's warmest sympathies, and 
should they, in their trouble, require his assistance, his sword is 
always at their command. “1 


HAVING beaten us on the sea—that is,as far as yachting is con- 
cerned—the Yankees are trying to knock corners off our railway 
accident records ; and they have succeeded. Smash-ups on the 
American railroads have lately been frequent and serious, and it is 
nothing to read of four or five accidents in one week. Corre- 
spondents have written to the Ancient One asking him to extend 
his Railway Accident Insurance Policy to the States; but. as he 
has no wish to enter the Bankruptcy Court yet awhile, he begs to 
decline the honour, ° 

A. SLOPER's haunt during the present week has been the 
Brewers’ Exhibition. His cush not permitting him to purchase 
his favourite beverage in large quantities, he could only gaze 
upon it and yearn for it. What could be better than this, with 
the exception of drinking it? *\* 


ONCE more has the Trocadero Music-hal! thrown open its doo 
and, with a man like Didcott at the helm, we shall doubtless tin 
it, in a very short time, 
in the very first flight of 
London halls. Albert 
Chevalier, it seems, has 

a finger in the pie, 
and we all know that 
everything that nial 
comedian has hitherto 
touched has turned up 
trumps. That the genial 
Albert has his head 
screwed on the right way 
we must all admit, and 
Didcott's success as an 
agent speaks for itself. 
Amongst the company ‘ 
engaged are some of the 
best-known artistes in 
London, R. G. Knowles, 
Peggy Pryde, Charles 
Bertram, Fred Storey, and 
Charles Bignell being 
among their number, 


s 

MUCH excitement pre- 
vails among the mem- 
bers of the Ball's Pond 
Banditti, owing to the 
rumour that the desolate 
Waste upon which their \_ 
lair is erected has been Xo - 
acquired by a speculative 
builder for the erection of : 
cottage property. Knowing, as we do,in common with all readers 
of that colossal comic, Larkx! the ruthless character of the band 
we tremble for the ultimate fate of that builder. We do, indeed, 


(Saturday, October 28, 1893, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING «TH November, 1697 
20th October, 1811.—This dar. in the presence ot 1 
Cc r,1 -—This day, in the p fr 
Campbell, Exq., Sherit! substitute of Kistrre end toon 
and a chamberlain, one John Melsaae solemnly swor.. aa 
seen a mermmid six days before in the s-a near his hon Aik 
clergymen and chamberiain add to the statement: “We i ne He 
no reason why his veracity should be called in question.” 


30th October, 1793.-—-T i ; 
were this day guilletined, nd ne Seputies of the Giruni 


Otek Aco Ie 
31st October, 1791.—In the York Chronicle of this dat. a. 


read of the death at Peaseholm Green of * the surprising, ¢j-,,; 
Worcestershire girl,” who was five years and nine months oh 
oe hed by “ag seb a we mmeneured four foot two inches roy 

e breast, four foot six inches round the hi ighteen j 
round the leg. Pay enileightvan tockes 


on 


Seng 


himself, and it disturbed the congregation in church. eigh 
trates said they could not have thi fol A ihe tw uce 


oe  —™ 

2nd November, 1889.—The Daily Telegraph of this day 
says: “An amusing story reaches us from Metz of an adventir 
which has just befallen w French family living in the neighbour. 
hood of the frontier. These people have some relatives residing in 
German-Lorraine who invited them to luncheon a day or two ac: 
Noon was the hour fixed, but the hosts, after waiting for some tit. 
in vain, betook themselves to the frontier to meet their French 
kinsfolk, They found the family in a carriage on the French side 
of the boundary-line trying to persuade the guard to let them jas; ; 
but as they had come unprovided with passports the official barr 
the way obstinately. The French people, whose appetites had bev 
sharpened by a long drive, were in no humour to return home wit); 
their hunger unappeased, so they suggested to their Gerinay 
relatives that they should hurry back and fetch the viands whic} 
they had provided for them. Their perplexed hosts eagerly cauziit 
at the idea, and soon reappeared with a goodly stock of dishes an | 
bottles, the contents of which they proceeded to discuss in 
company. The French sat down on their side of the boundary and 
the Germans on theirs, and mirth and jollity crowned the al fres: 
repast. Meanwhile, the official, completely checkmated, flitted 
about in anything but an enviable frame of mind. He could nwt 
appeal to any law or regulation to put a stop to this outdoor meu, 
and as the French and Germans were each chez ewe he had ns 
alternative but to put the best face on the matter, and to keep a 
sharp look-out in the hope of catching somebody tripping. He 
was not, however, allowed any cpporsmsity of finding fault, ani 
when the friends had finished their repast they separated, each 
party returning to their respective homes in the best of humour-. 
and highly delighted at having won a victory over the stern seutrs 


8rd November, 1866.—Mrs. Chatterly, the actress, died 
this day, aged sixty-nine. 


4th November, 1889.—A newspaper of this date say: 
“Some strange adventures of an elephant are reported from 
Lisburn. Asa circus was sing through for Belfast on Sund.iy 
evening an elephant called Jumbo became ill. A dose of whisky 
was administered, with startling results. Jumbo broke away aud 

‘ot on the railway. After exploring the goods department 

isburn, he smashed an iron gate, and then entered the grounds «{ 
a private gentleman, and did great damage. Passing on to th: 
ailage of Hillsborough, he visited gardens, stables and outhous:-. 
bursting in a number of doors. He was not brought back till halt- 
past four the following morning. 


THE DUDE'S “ADIEU.” 
For hours without number 
I'd been toiling and slaving, 
And for undisturbed slumber 
1 was yearning and craving: 
I was weary with roaming 
By land and by water— 
When there came, in the gloaming, 
A dude to my daughter. 


The voice of his wooing 
O’er my visions kept coming ; 
1 was roused by his cooing, 
With its buzzing and humming. 
And at last, getting maddened, 
I swore I'd him slaughter 
In three seconds, if he hadn't 
Adieu'd to my daughter ! 


“WITH HIS ARM AROUND HER WAIST.” 

THE sombre shades of evening were fast closing out the sunset 
as he and she, in a cosy little pony-cart, took the road home throush 
Bushey Park. With all the unrestrained ardour of a girl of twentr- 
six, who has yearned for yeara to change her condition, she had 
given the somewhat bashful Alonzo her heart and hand ; she had 
told him she was his, his, HIs. . 

Some fellows accept a girl's whole heart and hand just as thouch 
it were a bill of eackanee. They don't mcan to be unappreciativr. 
but a commercial—a strictly commercial education—has spoilt 
them for romantic speeches. Alonzo, consequently, thanked her. 

But a girl of twenty-six, like a good general, has been throuzh 
more than ore pe ane and alters her tactics accordingly. 
she asked, in a girly-girly voice: 

“You have done a deal of driving, haven't you, dear?” 

“ Rather,” replied the ea ite youth, gathering mp his reins 
and whistling to the little black pony ; “T fancy I can handle the 
ribbons with one or two of ‘em.’ : 

“Do you think you could drive with one hand without any 
danger of the pony running away?” came softly through the fos- 
laden air. * * * e ° 1 

‘Twas more than an hour after that when a pony-cart crosie! 
Richmond Bridge at a walking pace. The young. man was driving 
with one hand, and even the fixed point constable, who is diguity 
personified as a rule, could not help murmuring, “Oh, I say: 


PROOF POSITIVE. 7 

Mrs. Buggins. What makes you so late, Buggins? I've beeu 
waiting supper this hour and a half. : 

Mr. Buggins. Why, 1 met neighbour Juggins, and he asked me 

to go to his oftice and— A ie ; 

Mra, Dagan, Don't tell me that, Buggins! Juggins’s trousr 


have been hi: 


anging on the line in the back garden cll theafterne 
so [ know he aint been out of the house, so that cock won't fight 
—_———— eee” 


Ewery Wednesday. Twropence- 


JUDY. 


Ready November 18th. One Shilling. 


“rw SOCIETY.” 


The Round Table Annual for 1894. 


gaturday, October 28, 1893. | 
‘, TIP TO TERPSICHOREANS. 


it lately was 


In, journals not 
prone to ro- 
mancing, 

That the guy light 
fantastic 

May cause verdicts 
drastic : 

In short, that there's 
danger in dan- 
cing. 


The late litiga- 
tion 
Hath caused per- 
turbition 
‘Mong men who in 
ball-rooms go 
prancing. 
Male-partners de- 


murely 
Will hesitate, 


surely, 
Ere risking the dan- 
gers of dancing. 


A GENEROUS SACRIFICE. _ 

yousa Ponsonbs de Hippots had done himeelf particularly well 
at fast that morning, and it was, therefore, with a pleasing 
*",-e of comfort that he settled himself comfortably in a corner 
~ it in the up express from Brighton, and taking his last weed 
from his case, felt about in his pockets for the necessary match. 

suddenly the yoke of the benevolent -looking old gentleman 
« it/d opposite made him pause. 

a vue man,” he said, sternly, “ you do not intend to smoke?” 

Ponsonby glanced up quickly at, the window, and, reassured by 
the useription thereon, replied, a little sharply: . 

“Why, ves, of course 1 am; do you imagine this isn't a smoking 
arrige! at " f 
Ges | know it, young man. I know too well that this Company, in 
common with others, pander to the convenience of thoze who 
indulge in this deadly and loathsome habit.” 

“Come, sir; that's rather strong, isn’t it?” protested Ponsonby. 
“Strong, sir? Nota bit of it; no words are too strong for this 
. dirty, dangerous. repulsive practice which is undermining 
nd‘s greatness. Big words, sir, 1 grant you, but true—only 
“ ue. The health and stamina of the community is being 
wrecked, sir, by tobac- 
co; Englishmen are 
no longer what they 
wre, sip; the noxious 
yoron of the weed 
has got into the 
astm, sir; they're 

ccctl, — stupefied, 

cakened by its fatal 
iutinenees, ‘Talk about 
au Opium Commis- 
ven. Bosh! — The 
Government should 
1 at home and 
press. the tobacco 


snchow, Ponsonby 
ciln't feel quite so 
veer for his smoke. 

“You are much 
averse to tobacco, sir?” 

said, inquiringly. 

“+ Averse’ is no word for it, sir,” said the elderly gentleman. 
~ Are you aware, sir, of the injurious effects of smoking ! Do you 
huow that it weakens the eyesight, dulls the intellect, impoverishes 
th» blood, diseases the liver, brings on cancer, dizziness, heart- 
horn, biliousness, headache, palpitation and hexrt disease? Do 
sou know,” he continued, “that it is tobacco that has brought 
yuin and desolation into many a bright life? that it is tobacco that 
ias wrecked the bright promise of many a hopeful career, blighted 
the intelligence, sapped the reason, dulled all the fincr sensibilities 
—honour, truth, reason and virtue?” 

He paused, breathless ; and almost mechanically young Ponsonby 
lowered the window, and in another moment that ninepenny 
Havannah would have been tossed to the winds, but the old 
zentleman restrained him. 

“Give me that cigar, young man,” he commanded, sternly. 

Ponsonby obeyed, and the old boy took out his penknife. To 
break it into a thousand fragments! Well,no. Truth com Is us 
to admit that he calmly cut off the end, struck o match, and lit up 
with the ease of an accomplished smoker. 

“You, you d—d old humbug !” gasped Poneonby. 

“Humbug? Not a bit of it,” responded the other, puffing away 
‘almly. “I'm an old man; tobacco’s done its worst with me, and 
I'm always ready to sacrifice myself to save a young life from its 
dread influence. Young man, swear off !” 

Ponsonby swore—terribly ; but, it is to be feared, not off tobacco, 


aac SE a 
GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
ANNIE MACARTHIE. 
No. no, Miss Annie! no.no! no, no! 


I'll hear your pleas no longer. 
They've weighed with me two years 


or £0, 

But at length my will is stronger. 
Your objections now in vain you 
raise : F 

1 orill accord youn word of praise ! 


When first I of the“ Friv.” Girls sang, 
I boomed Miss Tootsie Sloper 
As Queen of ail the delicious gang, 
Though child of a vile old toper. 
But if, by Jove! I had had my will, 
é I would first have plied my grey- 
goose quill 
| In singing a ve to you, my dear— 
\ ‘A song of praise and of love 
AL iN sincere ! 
Te NY Deep planted in your youthful 
“a Dienst 
Sweet Monesty sits forever ; 
So (though, Miss Annie, above 
the rest 
You're pretty and sweet and 
clever) . 
You've begged me neer of 
your charins to brag 
In ‘the classic jages of 
SLOPER's “mg”! 
But no, Miss Annie! no, no! 
no, no' 
I'll hear your pleas no longer A 
Though Tootsie’s Queen of the “ Friv.,” I trow 
That her hold is nowise stronger 
On the hearts of the Britishers. far and near, 
Than yours, my Jove, my dove, my dear! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


— Ss 


81 Gorpos Roan, SWINDON, WILTS., October 21 at, 1893. 
DEAR S1R,—It is with very deep feelings of gratitude I write to 
acknowledge receipt of your very kind letter of yesterday, inclosing 
cheque for £150, in settlement of my claim—on account of the death 
of my husband—against “‘ ALLY SLoren's Railway Insurance.’” 
As you are already aware, Tam left totally unprovided for, with a 
family of seven children—the eldest, a danghter, being but thirteen 
years of age, and the youngest eleven monthe—and it is impossible 
for me to describe with what feelings of thankfulness I received 
your welcome letter. The fortunate fact of my late husband having 
n a subscriber to your Paper will help to lighten the heavy 
burden cast upon me, and assist me in providing food for my 
fatherless children. Thanking you very much for your kind expres- 
sion of sympathy, and wishing vou and your Paper every auccess, I 

remain, Sir, yours most gratefully, MARY JANE WRIGHT. 


ee 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. 189.—HE RESCUES THE PERISHING. 
I LovE contemplating—apart 

From all his gin-imbibing glory— 

The traits that soften to our heart 
A. SLOPEt’s story. 
‘Twas when he'd had a heavy load 

Of cordials, and, with features haggard 

And faltering steps, through Borough Road 
He blindly staggered. 
The mesange boys at him did hoot ; 

But, heedless of their paltry jeering, 

Upon his way the Gay Galoot 
Still kept careering. 
But who is this, and what is here? 

A. SLOPER saw a sight appalling 

That from his eyelide set tear 
Of pity falling. 
A child he apied of six or so, 

From whose sad lips sad sounds did bubble, 

And SLOPER, pitying, got to know 
His cause of trouble. 
“Oh. please, I'm lost, sir!” said the lad, 

My mother sent me for the meat, sir. 

Oh, sir, I lives with mar and dad 
In Dover Street, sir!" 
Then SLoPER took the youngster’s hand. 

“1 feel as it’s mv Christian duty 

To see as you shall safely land 
At home, my beauty !” 
Oft. ALLY, I have mocked at you, 

But would I'd now the pen of Kipling 

To sing your noble kindness to 
That there wee stripling. 
For tenderly those tripping feet 

He up the Borough led, then over 

The busy rond into the street 
That's called “Great Dover.” 
“Now at your house you soon will land ; 

But lest some Borough Rongh should seize you, 

Of this here threepence in your hand 
I'd better ease you!” 
Then SLOPER to the Swan did drift, 

And for an Irish hot and hearty 

He quickly changed the coin and gift 
Of that sinall party. 


Ewery Thursday. One Halfpenny. 
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A Story Paper for all Ages, Sexes and Sizes. 
SIXTEEN PAGES. 


CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
co SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


TWO BRIDES. 


I. 
AN odour of old dead roses 
Creeps in on the darkened room, 
And my spirit in peace reposes 
In the depths of its dayless gloom. 
She left them here, 
In the fall of the vear, 
And to-day I have wept on her tomb. 


Il. 
An odour of new-gathered flowers 
Through the beautiful room floats wide 
And the wheels of the glittering hours 
In a circle of happiness glide. 
For the wounded, balm : 
After tempest, calm : 
I've a second and fairer bride. 


Ill. 
An odour of old dead roses ! 
An odour of flowers new-grown ! 
Ah, the peace of iny soul's repose is 
In the fall of the year o'erthrown ; 
And my heart cries back, 
O'er the cold, lone track, 
To the love of the sweet years gone! 
eS 


THE ORANGE-PEEL SEASON. 

OH, it's coming, fast enough. At the risk of getting your toes 
trodden off, rnn down to Lower Thames Street and spot the merry 
fruit porters staggering along under the weight of the heavy cases. 
‘And it's because it’s coming that A. SLOPER lifteth up his voice to 
impress upon the youth of this great metropolis the heinousness 
of leaving the outer shell of the Juscious fruit carelessly about on 
the pavement. Not that A. 8. for an instant desires to step in and 
interrupt the great marmalade industry. Not a bit. But it iso 
noteworthy and much-to-be-regretted fact that when a strong man 
falls a victim to the orange-peel ficnd, it is his first thought to 
give vent to a bad and wicked swear, one which will do justice to 
the situation. Women do not give way to this pernicious habit. it 
is true, but they suffer none the lese, for what can be more terrible 
than the anxious thought that flashes across the feminine mind 
directly after the commencement of the catastrophe—“ Have I got 
any buttons off my boots, or a hole in my stockin 8s?" And, as 
bustles are not now in fashion, the poor dear sirl who steps upon 
n piece of orange peel is bound to get her full money's worth every 
time. 

No, boye, don't throw it on the pavement—a penny gutta-percha 
catapult, and a coign of vantage from which you can command 
the crowded tops of the omnibuses, will afford you a deal more 
satisfaction ! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
THE reason why crinoline isn’t worn now is that it has got 
worn out—by the newspapers. 
AN Astral Rody : The Star man. 
‘A Paper Knife: A leading article which is cutting! y sarcastic. 
Lapies who take Myra’s Jowrnal witha view to making them- 
selves pretty, should call it Ad-myr'us Journal, 
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A ROMANCE OF THE “LAUGHING SAL.” 


(A TALE OF THE CALM CANAL.) 


_— 


CHAPTER VII. 


CAPTAIN BRADLEY and Mary had been married three months, 
and liked it, and he now saw more of the youthful marchioness 
than ever he had opportunity 
for before. Every moment 
he could afford from the 
onerous duties on board the 
Laughing Sal were now spent 
at home in the company of 
Mary and her little charge, 
but he could not always be 
there, and in his absence Mary 
felt lonely. No visitors came 
to see her, and the neigh- 
bours were somewhat abrupt 
in their responses to her ad- 
vances, 

Mra. Grundy was abroad, 
and Mary was suffering in 
consequence. It had occurred 
to that good and pious old 
lady that the marchioness 
was an unaccounted-for frag- 
ment of humanity, and instead 
of Mary being respected for 
exceptional kindness, she was 
looked at askance, 

Of course Mr. and Mrs. 
Josiah Bradley were the last 
people to know of the opinion 
which a charitable com- 
munity had_ passed upon 
them, and Captain Josiah 
Bradley was more than 
astonished one day when he th 
found Mary in tears, and A Lady Member of the Canal Society. 
learned that the cause of 
her distress was a visit from a lady member of the Canal Society, 
who had kindly called to tell Mary of the ambiguous position 
which she had attained in the estimation of her neighbours. 

“It is all very well to say that the child was found in the canal.” 
said Mra. Grundy, “but who is to believe it? Tcople don't take 
in other people's children in that way—at least, people won't 
believe that people do. Of course I believe it’s all right when you 
say so, but how are you to get other people to believe it? Besides, 
if it was found in the canal, it is somebody's child, aud somebody 
has a right to it, and nobody has a right to keep anybody's child.” 
And so this good Samaritan clacked on, till Mary's heart was 
aweary, with the result that Josiah fouad her crying on his return. 

Captain Josiah Bradley was furious, and said so in language that 
was more profane than precise. In his fury he called on two 
neighbours, 
who assured 
him that they 
Lelieved him, 
and knew that 
matters were 
al! right, buat 
other people 
might believe 
di Werently. 
Then Captam 
Bradley was 
more profane 
than ever, and 
even _ hinted 
that he war 
fede age to 
Knock out in 
three rounds 
any man who 
ventured to 
doubt his ver- 
sion of how 
that baby 
became a mem- 
ber of — the 
Bradley house- 
hold. 

But no man 
can hope to 
conquer an ad- 

Captain Bradley was furious, verse vote by 
boxing the 
voters. The voters won't come up to the scratch. Captain Bradley 
even consulted a lawyer, who very kindly Sayisuicied him on the 
intricacies of the law of libel, and who proved to him that in order 
to effectively “take it out ” of anyone, he must first be able to give 
name and address of that particular one. This Captain Bradley 
could not do, for he speedily found that when he made inquiries, 
everyone was ready to declare that they did not believe any story 
against Mr. and Mrs. Bradley's honour. The captain learned that 
everyone thoroughly respected him, but equally he learned that 
there was still a suspicion floating round that he could neither 
stop nor dispel. 

There's only one way to settle the matter,” said the friendly 
lawyer, one day. “You must advertixe the child as having been 
found in the canal, and trust to the parents coming to claim it.” 

“Coming to claim it!” said Bradley, as he looked glumily at the 
lawyer. 

“Yes, coming to claim 
it. If it was your child, 
wouldn't you claim it!” 

“Certainly ; but—-” 

“But there must be no 


buts in the cuse.’ 

“ But look here now—’ 

“How would you like 
to be deprived of a child 
in this way?” continued 
the friendly legal light. 
“You had no business to 
keep it. You should have 
advertised it at once, or 
handed it over to the police 
to be restored to its 
parents.” 

“To its parents, do you 
say?” 


“Yes; to its parents!” 

“But, my dear fellow, 
that is not the way they 
doin the Family Squeaker 


stories.” 

i ucaker be 
hanged!” said the law- 
yer; “it’s the way they 
do among commonsense 
people ; and you have got 
to do it now." 

And so an advertise- 
ment appearcd in the 
Bultown Gazette, intima- 
ting that a baby had been 
found on such and such a date six months before, and _ its proper 
guardians could get intelligence of it onapplying to Captain Bradley. 


(To be concluded next week.) 


The frienctly lawyer. 


~ 
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THE “FOS. PORTRAIT GALLERY. AGREED, BUT MORE SO. 
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GREAT DEPRESSION IN, 
A large stock for sale at reduced eee 


No, S3L—A. CHASEMORE, EngQ., F.O.5, 
“Tsanarti-t. Was always built that way. Boru 50, in fact. 
Innate talent asscrted itself at very early age, Decorate! the 
new wall-papers with chaste designs during temporary absence 


sp 
of parents. With aid of bluebax, and paternal shaving-brash. = 


“ As she porst she lifted ‘er vilet hiis and luked intor 


Work not as much appreciated us it might Lave been, Always mine, Yus: I ham kompleetly subjoogated: wc. 
the way with early efforts of great men. Not discouraged, ee ia is lawst fur hever! In the w 4 joogated. My ‘art 
though, Triel his hand at portraiture. Oo the blackboard at. He. 1 don't like Cowes in the autumn. perier victare ll Megha coe Tee willis 


school Unluckily, selected Hewl Master as subject. H. M. ELthel, 1 detest thei at any time of the year. Gentleman. 
dida't appreciate delicate attention, Let our hero see it. Ani 


feel it likewise. Latter diszusted. With lack of appreciation. “ A L L ’ Ss WwW E L L T H A T E N D Ss WwW E L L a 


Fell in with A. Stovbn. Who recognise! his incipient genius, 
And borrowed half a crown, Ancient extended patronage to ot ee 


young artist. Introduced hin in the right places. With great 
success, [ro’éye soon showed wiat he was made of. Tlustratel 
hooks, mazazines, and Gesigned ballet costumes, Famous at all. 


Rtill retains friendship for Eminent. But hasn't got back that 
half-crown. Chiefy becanse he's an eminent illustrator he waa 
created F.0.8., and the *slopr Award of Merit’ presented to him 
Vetober 9h, 1893.0 — Debrett Improved. 


That clever young laniscape-painter, Greene-Rrowne, has 
painted an autumn lan iseape with such realism that it takes 
him a quarter of an hour every morning tu sweep up the leaves 
that have fallen from the trees during the night. 


(1) Professor Gumbeetle (to his favourite pupil). As, owing to your culpable nezli- a-thievin’ my ducks !——(4) “Lor, sir, Iam rale sorry—I raly ham! If T.1 on’ 
gence, Chucklinzs, we are unprovided with a white sheet with which to attract know’ d as you was on’y doin’ of me a geod turn, as you may say, a-takin’ of therm 
entymological specimens, the best thing we can do is to turn the light of the muckin’ hinsecks away I never should ‘a’ done it? Yon come up to the ‘one. an! 
lantern upon some brow, light-coloured surface, such as this door, which will doubt- you an‘ the young gent shall ‘ave as many cockroaches and bectles and all manner: » 
less, in a measnre, answer the same purpose, Master Chucklings. Yes, sir. Farmer varminte as you can eat, there ‘—and a pint o' becr to wash ‘em down. I raly tim 
Peastraw (in background), Now, wot’s that there old fox hup to round my duck-‘ouse? downright ‘urt, sir, upon my eon! I ham!" Professor Gumbeeile. So ain 1, rath: 
—-—(2) “Har! [knowd it! Burglarin’, blowel if ‘ce aint! That's whar my young = my friend. But don’t mention it, I beg. I can quite‘scc how the little mistu.. 
ducklin’s goes to, is it? Take that !"——(3) ( Whack!) “Til larn yer to come ocecurrei—but I think I'll say good morning.” 


BUT HE OID. GIRLS SLOPER'S KISSED. CHEST SO. 


oe N 
the usua 
hts anne 


HOW DARE 'E SHOW IT! front ce 


(SCENE—Outside the late Dairw Show.) 
“Deary me! there never worn't no cows as fat as that there 
pie-tur’, sure-ly !" 
“e = —_ = 


Doctor, You have # tumour near your heart, 


“What! on's fea penny! Why, they was etght a penny lar-t which I must reduce. “You should hold yourself up, George. Look at me, an oller m1! 
year!” “Yus.dessay; larst year uin’t thie ycar, Louk at the Patient. It's not a tumour, ‘loctor, it’s my cheque- d's me than you and fifty-six round the chest.". “Ha! I should be filt.- 
price o° coals!" book. Don't reduce that too much, Decima, six round the chest if I chose to go about on my heal. z 
Ses eo Beare 
—————— ————— — one —---- re aX ———E ; 
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